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are very fond of this grove and make frequent processions
there. Once a year they must be headed by their priest.
No one knows why, nor has ho the slightest idea of the
reason of the various ceremonies which he that day per-
forms. But we know, and some day he or his successors
will equally understand thorn. Yes, if I remain here long
enough, and I sometimes think I will never again quit the
isle, I shall expect some fine summer night, when there is
that rich stillness which the whispering waves only render
more intense, to hear a voice of music on the mountains?
declaring that the god Pan has returned to earth.'

It was a picturesque ride, as every ride was on this
island, skirting the sylvan hills with the sea glimmering in
the distance. Lothair was pleased with the approaches to
the sacred grove : now and then a single tree with grey
branches and a green head, then a great spread of under-
Wood, all laurel, and then spontaneous plantations of young
trees.

1 There was always a vacant space in the centre of the
grove,' said Mr. Phoebus, * once sadly overrun with wild
shrubs, but I have cleared it and restored the genius of the
spot. See!'

They entered the sacred circle and beheld a statue rained
on a porphyry pedestal. The light fell with magical Hlbet
on the face of the statue. It was the statue of Theodora,
the placing of which in the pavilion of Relmont Mr.
Phoebus was superintending when Lothair first made his
acqxiaintance.